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LORD  ROTHERMERE

I met Lord Rothermere on the Aquitania on my return
from New York in January, 1928, and he then asked me if
I would do his bust in London. Of this meeting with Rother-
mere on the Aquitary.a, I recall a dinner which he gave on
board, at which the great steel magnate, Charles Schwab,
and P. G. Wodehouse, the English humorist, were present.
Schwab was asked by Lord Rothermere how much he thought
his fortune amounted to, and Schwab answered very impres-
sively that he " really couldn't compute it ". I was, of
course, referred to as the " greatest " sculptor in the world,
and in the eyes of these monied men that meant the sculptor
who made most money. Wodehouse discussed stocks and
shares, and altogether I got a strange impression of the values
that rich and successful men place on things, and of how they
are interested in wealth, which to an artist is only a means
to finer ends. Lord Rothermere, although he prided himself
on owning a fine collection of old masters, answered, when I
asked him naturally enough what Rembrandts he possessed :
" But Rembrandt isn't any good, is he ? "

The sittings in London for the bust characteristically began
with a film company making a film of myself and the sitter
at work, and altogether the proceedings went on, as it were,
in public, as Rothermere liked company and conducted his
various businesses in my studio. I did not mind this, as it
showed the sitter animated by subjects that really interested
him. I have long ago been forced into the habit of ignoring
those around me when at work and thinking only of the work
in hand. Financiers and millions of pounds were discussed.
Rothermere was monumental and offered strange psycholo-
gical problems to the artist. Also he possessed a natural sense
of humour and did not expect me to flatter him. He jocularly
remarked that I was not making an Ivor Novello of him,,
The work progressed, but my model had a disconcerting
habit of leaving for foreign parts suddenly, and sending me a
wire that he would turn up in about a week or fortnight and
" join me in the clay bin ", as he put it.